Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
A crowd of men met him, carrying something aloft on
a pike.
"Salute!" they cried.
There was but one thing to do. Coolly and calmly he
saluted.
He saw a red bonnet about to stab a Swiss. Quickly he
seized the man's wrist.
"Comrade, you are from the South?55
"Oui, Monsieur le Capitaine"
"I too. So, man of the South, let us spare this wretch!"
The sword did not fall. To great man or murderer he
knew how to make an appeal.
Snatches of song came to him:
Aliens enfants de la patrie,
JLe jour de gloire est arrival
Was this then glory, this then the Revolution?
In retrospect one might answer that these maniacs
made up but one fiftieth of the population; and that
these, maddened by the sights of that night, the fear of
the invading armies not far from Paris, or of traitors
within, had run amuck. And fifty times their number
wept and deplored it, as they huddled in closets, or looked
down from the housetops. But all this was not so ap-
parent then. The reeling brain would have sworn all
Paris engaged. Besides, since Napoleon's brain did not
reel, he would have had another answer ready: no one
had stopped it; no one was strong enough. This was
the Revolution; and he himself would ride the red tide.
So on through the night he passed, pitying, revolted,
yet calmly outlining what he would have done, how
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